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Tradition 


Author's Notes: 
Omg. My first Maiden fic. | tried hard, | really did, please don\'t string me up for playing in your garden.. 


It started, as all things seem to, with Bruce. 


eR 


- 1990 - 


The harmless chats were the ones you always had to watch out for. Bruce could twist your words with the 
faintest upwards twitch of his lip, and before you knew it the conversation had degenerated into subject 


matter fitting only a man of University education 


"All I'm saying is, it makes it easier to go from one hotel to another," he'd said, as blithely as if he'd been 
discussing the weather. Janick pushed a mop- head of blonde hair back from his eyes and frowned. 


"Don't believe you. Not for a second. You're pulling me fuckin’ leg." 


"Nah. | swear it to you. Its one of the reasons l'm off doing this on my own - | couldn't stand the schedule 


anymore. I've never seen anyone set such a punishing fucking pace." 

Janick stared into his beer, blinking at his own reflection in the amber brew. 
"Y'serious, aren't you? This is actually for real?" 

"As real as the pint in front of you, Jan" 


"Jesus," he swore softly, shaking his head and reversing any previous hair-tucking-back efforts. "But they all 


seem so normal? | mean.Steve's a decent enough bloke, isn't he?" 


"Harry?" Bruce's eyes shone with mischief. "Harry's the worst of the lot. A regular ringleader, he is. Don't let 


all that rubbish with footballs and horror flicks fool you." 
Janick repeated his curse, hunching over the bar and glancing sidelong at Bruce. 


"And where d'you fall into this? | mean.there's enough pressure with touring, performing, all that without 
having to worry about this as well. Did you play along?" 


"Well, | had to now, didn't 1? Steve and the boys aren't a little club I'd easily want to be kicked out of. Besides, it 
has it's perks. Maybe you'll find out one day." 


Laughing with as much good nature as he could muster, Janick slopped half of his beer across the bar, 


managing to actually swallow a few mouthfuls. 


"Hell. | hope not. Seems like it's too much for me." 


eR 


- 191 - 


It was just like bloody Bruce to start something so ridiculous from one innocent conversation. Janick never 


thought he'd be in the middle of it. All he'd wanted to know about was pranks and the like. Practical jokes. Life 


on the road with a band the size of Maiden. He'd never heard of such a band tradition before. 


Bruce convinced him to jump right in from Tour one, Day one, Hotel one. He'd had to shove Janick out of his 


room and lock the door behind him. 


"No going back now, Jan!" he'd yelled from behind lock and wood. "They're expecting you! Just knock on the door 
and let y'self in, it'll be fine. !'ve been doing it for years - Nicko too." 


The puckish sniggering that had faded as Janick walked down the hallway hadn't been terribly encouraging. 


Bruce had told him the truth though. Steve's room was closest and, as Janick saw it, it was best to start at 
the top. He knocked softly, pushed the door open, and things progressed fairly uneventfully. Steve seemed 
surprised at first, almost hesitant, but Janick assured him that he was in on the game. 


The blank look on Steve's face was as disconcerting as Bruce's laughter. 


"They're all playing silly buggers, Jan Don't worry about it. Gotta prove yourself sooner or later. Don't take no 


for an answer," he told himself, and pressed forward on his mission. 


Steve gave in soon enough, almost as if he realized how desperate Janick was to make a good impression on his 


first tour. Eager and willing to take one for the team, he was. Steve could live with that. 


But when Janick rolled over in the morning and asked him if they'd been using the same ragging techniques on 
every band member that passed through, Steve just didn't have the heart to tell him Bruce had made the 
whole thing up. 


After all, forcing new members to hop from hotel bed to hotel bed, offering a healthy fuck and breakfast to 
each bandmate was the type of induction ritual one eventually left behind with their private school days. 


Steve's was the first hotel room Janick found himself in - something he'd repeat every month or so. It was, 
after all, tradition, and it seemed like he was the only one trying to keep it alive. Maybe it had something to do 
with him being the only new member for the guys to pick on. Or maybe it was because there were worse 


rituals he could think of, and no one seemed to mind him carrying this one on his shoulders alone. 
And with a tradition, patterns emerged. 


Janick thought of Steve as a business man, especially when he fucked him. The pace was always the same, 
brutally rigid and demanding, and it was all Jan had come to expect from his captain, o captain. Same position, 
too. A little change every now and then would be nice, but Janick had no problem resting on his elbows and 


knees. 


After all, it was easier to push back that way. That was what Steve liked from him, so that was what Steve 
bloody well got. Janick would twist his fingers in the sheets, bite into the edge of the mattress and slam his 
hips back as hard as he could, stamina and age willing. He ground his ass into Steve's lap and moaned through a 
mouthful of linen with each spark of fire igniting along his spine. He never lasted long with Steve. 


Each time he thought, this is what it must feel like for a guitar to be played Steve's fingers wound tight in his 
hair and pulled back with each thrust, keeping time and pace with the rhythmic slamming of his own hips. It 
was all music to him, a series of motions and movements coming together for one hell of a payoff in the end. 
One hand in Janick's hair, one hand on the small of his back, strong fingers splayed out and digging into the 
wiry muscles of his back like they were steel cord, pressed hard against a worn fret board. His hands guided 
him, his fingers played him, and when Steve was finished with him, Janick always found himself being gently 
placed on the bed like a prized instrument, heaven forbid he be damaged before the next virtuoso had his turn. 


Nicko was a different experience entirely. When Janick had knocked on his door in the middle of the night, a 


week after his first encounter with Steve, the big man's face had been full of concern for his new friend. 


"Yiallright, Jan?" he'd led him into his room, gently closing the door and handing him his own mug of tea. "It's 
bloody late. Well past bedtime for you gentle guitarist types, innit? Everything okay?" 


Janick had been forced to crawl into his lap before Nicko stopped, and even then he claimed to know nothing 
about any such band tradition, although it was very nice of Janick to offer. The subtle grind of sharp hips into 
Nicko's long thighs had apparently been enough to jog his memory. 


The first night set the standard for every time after that. Nicko had laid him gently on the bed and his thick, 
calloused fingers had made surprisingly short work of the laces holding Janick's pants around his waist. Even 

more surprising was the gentle tenderness with which he had touched him, hands never pressing too long, hips 
never pushing too far forward. Janick had never known anyone to take so much time and care making sure he 


was ready and comfortable before laying over him on his elbows, slowly pushing in 


Good thing, too. Janick ranked his first night with Nicko as a religious bloody experience. What the hell was it 


with drummers, anyway? 


Nicko was a welcome change after any night with Steve. Not better, just different. Janick lapped up the 
attention, arched under the tender strokes of his fingertips, and grew hard over and over at the thought of 
the physical strength he knew Nicko was holding back. 


Fucking Nicko was like playing with a powder keg and a tinderbox. And he didn't know if he feared or looked 
forward to the day he couldn't hold back any loner. Still, it had been nearly seventeen years, and Nicko hadn't 
once bruised him. That was what he had Bruce for.. 


Being the one who had let Janick in on the little secret in the first place, Bruce took great delight when the 


knocking came from the door to his hotel room. In short, he fucked Janick like a man possessed. 


Usually, the door would barely click shut before Janick was tossed against it, trying not to laugh at the 
difference in height between the two of them. He'd thought Bruce would need a stepladder to get that close 
but he somehow made up for it, sliding his hand around the back of Janick's neck and yanking him down for 
kiss after lip-bruising kiss. 


His hands were everywhere - a trait he picked up from Steve, Janick couldn't help but wonder - and his 
clothes never last long. Shirts ripped, pants torn, hair fisted and skin slapped, Bruce was a force of nature 
when it came to sex. Perhaps it was because he rarely got the chance to be the one in control, he used his 
nights with Janick to let off some steam. Or perhaps Steve was a more tolerant man then they had all 
previously thought. 


The bruises Janick came away with were from teeth and nails, little round half-moon things that dotted his 
hips and wrists like purple freckles. Bruce took great delight in pointing out the yellowing marks on Janick's neck 


the next morning, stretched out on the bed with his hands folded beneath his head. 


Early morning was about the only time they spent in the actual bed When Bruce had told him new members 
were expected to jump from room to room, Janick didn't think that included every piece of furniture contained 
within. They made use of showers, couches, armchairs, dining room tables and on one regrettable occasion, a 


black and white TV with a control dial that never quite worked the same way again. 
Bruce was a workout, but he was fun A good time, the best stress relief one could find on tour. It was no 
wonder Janick had so often knocked on Steve's door, only to find Bruce answering him with a towel draped 


Toga-esque around his hips. 


"Sorry Jan" he'd grin wickedly, glancing back into the dark room, "I'm taking care of this one tonight” 
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Adrian never went through any induction ritual when he came back. Never did he knock on Janick's door, much 
to his disappointment. Bruce told him it was because H wasn't technically a new member, more like a friend 


returning from vacation. The flimsy explanation was good enough for Jan at the time. 


Besides, he'd always considered himself much more of a go-out-and-do kind of guy, as opposed to a sit-back- 


and-wait. 


He waited so long for Adrian to open the door he was already halfway down the hallway by the time he did. 
Adrian invited him in for a drink and Janick, well versed in the tactics of this game by now, took his cue 


without a second thought. 


He had the most trouble trying to convince Adrian that he was in on the ruse. Maybe it was because he'd 
been away so long, or maybe it was the way he liked to play things, but Adrian denied any knowledge of just 
what the hell Janick was talking about. 


And just like Nicko, his mind changed the second Janick dropped to his knees, and his tongue slid over the ridge 
at the front of Adrian's jeans, nimble fingers undoing the buttons his teeth couldn't reach. 


Whenever Adrian fucked him, it was like the first time. He was constantly finding new curves, old scars and 
new spots that, when stroked or bitten, would turn out a new reaction. Janick would twist and moan beneath 


him on the bed for hours before they were done, always offering to do the same but never being allowed up 


off his back. Adrian liked to touch, liked to watch, and Janick was fine with that. 

He would frown over Bruce's bruises, pause silently at Janick trying to pass of one of Nicko's shirts as his 
own, and would laugh to himself at the familiar sight of Steve's handprint on the curve of Janick's hip. He 
never took anything from his friend, but when it was Adrian's night with Janick, they both got what they 


needed. 


When they woke in the middle of the night, having dozed for a few hours with the aid of a warm shower and 


a pot of tea, Adrian would roll over and poke him in the side. 


"What about Davey? What does he think about all this?" he'd ask gently, scratching idly at his chin with one 


thumb. Janick would just smile, shrug, and roll over onto his stomach, taking half of the sheets with him. 


"Davey's different.” 


eR 


- 2006 - 


"Where've you been?" Davey groaned softly, groping behind him and sliding his hand over the curve of Janick's 


waist. 
"Tradition" Janick whispered in his ear, slipping into the bed and kissing the back of Davey's head, tightening his 
arm around his waist and pulling him closer. Davey laughed softly, rolling onto his other side and cupping 


Janick's chin in his hand, kissing him gently. 


"You an’ your fuckin’ tradition are leaving me alone at night." 


Janick shrugged, ducking his face a little to hide his eyes from the glow of the alarm clock. 
"Tour's almost over, innit? We'll be home soon. You'an have me all you want then" 


Laughing again, Davey lay back against the pillows and stretched until his back clicked, groaning and sitting up, 
naked beneath the sheets. 


"IIl get sick of you." he winked. Janick's eyebrow lifted a fraction before he slung his leg over, sitting atop 
Davey's hips and glaring down at him. 


"Will you, just?" he asked, arms folded over his bare chest. He grinned, tilting his head to the side and letting 
his hair fall over his eyes. "ls that why whenever we're away with this lot, you give me the room key, pat me 


on the arse and tell me to go ‘ave fun, eh?" 


Davey snorted, rolling his eyes and stretching out a little more, lifting his hips in a futile attempt to dislodge 
stubborn guitarist. 


"Come off it, Jan. You know that if | kept you on any kind of leash, you'd wear me out within a day. Bloody 


maniac in the sack, you are." 


The wry little grin on his round face would have been enough convincing for Janick to cancel the last few tour 
dates and fly home with Davey the next day, intent on spending the next two months with him and him alone. 
If he had seen it, that was. He was far too busy pushing his tongue between Davey's teeth and sliding his 
fingers into his hair, lifting his chin up and cupping the back of his head He kissed him hard, spare hand trailing 
down over his chest and pushing the sheet away, gently stroking his hip. Faux protests aside, Davey was 
always hard for him when he came back in the wee hours of the morning. 


Gasping softly, Davey pushed his hips up against Janick's hand, groaning into his mouth and licking at his lips, 
feet spreading and bracing flat on the corners of the mattress. He knew Janick wanted him to be needy, 
desperate and hungry for him. Ever since that first night. Davey remembered it well, he thought of it every 
time Janick pushed against him. 


He'd come knocking on Davey's door an hour or so after the lads had called it a right, mumbling something 
about some kind of a tradition, something along the lines of needing to prove himself. The mention of the words 
‘Bruce’ and ‘Idea’ in the same sentence clued Davey in pretty quickly. He took Janick's hands gently from his 


own chest and shook his head, smiling. 


No. he had leaned in a little, just close enough for Janick to feel the words against his cheek as Davey spoke 
them. / don't want fo play Bruce's game. It's not for me. But Hl make you another deal. 


Janick had never been inside another person before. He was so used to spreading his legs, he'd been sure 


Davey would expect the same. But on the floor of the hotel room, Davey's had gently taken his fingers, his 


hips and his prick in his own hands and guided him in, not once pausing even as his breath caught in his throat 
and his eyes rolled back. It had been that way ever since. 


Now, in the hotel room they shared, Davey slid his hands down Janick's chest, lifting his hips insistently from 
the bed and arching his back just enough for his question to be heard. Janick laughed and took Davey's hand in 
his own, drawing it down and wrapping his fingers around the base of his cock, hard again from the night's 


activities and just slick enough so that they wouldn't need to wheel Davey onto the plane in the morning. 


Davey closed his eyes, biting his tongue as he tugged forward a little, guiding the head of Jarick's cock to rest 
against his ass, shuddering and whimpering just a little. Janick leaned in, bracing his elbows either side of 
Davey's head, and kissing him softly, his hips pushing forward at just the right pace. 


"Love you, Davey." 

Forcing his eyes to focus, Davey tilted his head to the side and sighed through gritted teeth. He knew that, and 
Janick knew that he was well aware. It wasn't something that needed to be said often. But it was exactly what 
he told the others when they had first enquired as to his feelings over their fucking his boyfriend on a 
regular basis. He'd known it from the first night Janick had knocked on his door. He'd always come back to him, 


no matter where he played. 


"Nngh. Love you t-too, Jan.” 
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Davey groaned at the light slicing through the blinds, rubbing his eyes and glancing down at the immobile lump 
taking up most of his chest. The past night came flooding back with the sunlight and he sighed softly. Poor lad 
had never fucked anyone before. He'd only been on the receiving end. The look on Janick's face when Davey had 
laid back and asked him to push inside slowly had been one of pure comedy gold. He grinned, rubbing his hand 
over Janick's hair in a peaceful attempt to wake him up. 


"Nnff. You're warm. M'staying here." he grunted, digging his fingers in and baring his teeth, looking for the 
world like a down-on-it's-luck tamarin monkey. Davey laughed, shaking his head and pressing his finger against 
Janick's nose, snorting at the resulting snap of teeth. 

"Wake up. Got something task you." 


"Yeah? Wossat?" Janick leaned up, resting his chin in his hands and blinking his eyes against the sunlight. 


"You know Bruce is fucking with you, right? There's no bloody tradition going around where the new lad has to 


whore ‘imself out to everyone else in the band. Its his idea of a laugh." 
Janick raised an eyebrow at him, a look of pure satisfaction 


"Yeah, | know. Knew from day one, so | did. Little bastard thought he could put one over me." Davey laughed 
again, letting his head roll back against the pillows. 


"Then why let him think he's fooling you? You know he struts around like a fucking peacock every morning you 
wind up with fresh hickeys.." 


"Dunno. | guess it saved me the awkward experiences of knocking down doors and asking for a lay and a smoke, 


huh? Besides..." 
"Besides what?" 


"People'll do some bloody stupid things for ya if you call it a tradition" 
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